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way of settling on corpses. A few days ago I went
and had my bathe there with Sergeant Adolf:
suddenly we came under machine-gun fire. Adolf,
who was lying on the spot where I usually take my
sunbath, was shot in the thigh and in the shoulder.
Once more I escaped scot-free. No wonder the
boys joke about it, saying that Captain Last must
have some guardian angel to protect him.

We now have our " hogar del combatiente"
(soldiers' home) in the trench and a school where a
" miliciano de la cultura " gives lessons with excel-
lent results. It is a touching sight to see how the
men who know their letters, but are not yet at home
in spelling, get their brighter comrades slowly to
spell out to them the letters they write to their
families. A few days ago old Lopez came to me :
it was absolutely necessary that the captain should
read the first letter he had ever written. I read :
" Dear Wife, I am happier every day that I came
here, because here in the trenches I have learnt at
last all the things I was never able to learn in our
village."

One of our readiest pupils is little Pedro Nenni,
but often he hasn't a mind for it and prefers to play
truant when not on duty ; then we see him hunting
for lizards and serpents in the hills. I was not to be
mollified by a small piece of roast lizard flesh which
he offered me, but punished him with six hours extra